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For him had pealed again, Heard but of hearts high as her own was high, High as her own and his And pure as love's heart is, That lives though hope at once and memory die :
And with her breath his clarion's blast Was filled as cloud with fire or future souls with past.
As a wave only obsequious to the wind Leaps to the lifting breeze that bids it leap,
Large-hearted, and its thickening mane be thinned By the strong god's breath moving on the deep
From utmost Atlas even to extremest Ind That shakes the plain where no men sow nor reap,
So, moved with wrath toward men that ruled and sinned